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Pier Paolo Pasolini was born in Bologna in 1922. He studied Art and 
Literature at the University of Bologna and worked as a professor from 
1943 to 1949. After moving to Rome in 1950 he began to publish a long list 
of novels (A Violent Life, My Beloved), collections of poems (The Ashes of 
Gramsci, The Religion of My Time, Poetry in the Shape of a Rose) and 
essays that placed him at the forefront of post-war Italian literature. In 
parallel, in the sixties Pasolini would begin a successful and controversial 
career as a film director with films such as The Gospel According to Saint 
Matthew, Mamma Roma or Teorema. In 1973 he began to collaborate with 
the newspaper Corriere della Sera, where he wrote a series of articles, 


later published in the volumes Corsair Writings (1975) and Lutheran Letters 
(posthumous, 1976), in which he addresses the burning issues of 
contemporary Italy. . His works reflect the contradictions that arose in the 
heat of the difficult transformations suffered by his country after the 
Second World War: the transition from fascism to democracy or the 
subsequent transition from a "primitive" society to the establishment of 
mass consumption. Pasolini was murdered in Ostia, near Rome, in 1975. 


Reflection on fascism and its historical evolution runs through Pasolini's 
entire work: this volume collects some of his most significant texts written 
on the subject between September 1962 and February 1975. In them 
Pasolini warns against a new form of fascism, more subtle and insidious, 
understood "as normality, as a codification of the brutally selfish 
background of a society." It is the consumer system, which since the sixties 
has been responsible for the cultural homologation of all countries: a 
power without a face, without a black shirt and without a fez, but capable 
of molding lives and consciences. More than forty years later, these 
interventions maintain their critical force intact, allowing us to capture 
some of the most profound features of today's world. 
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Note to the text 


This volume collects some of the most significant texts by Pier Paolo 
Pasolini in relation to fascism and its political, cultural and linguistic 
evolutions, written between September 1962 and February 1975. Pasolini 
uses the term "fascism" to refer to traditional fascism and "archaeological" 
of the Mussolinian twenty-year period, as well as the "nominal and 
artificial" fascism of certain youth sectors of the seventies, until the 
identification of the new fascism with the "arrogance of power" typical of 
consumer civilization, capable of modifying the country in an even more 
profound way than the Duce regime. To this we must add fascism "as 
normality, as codification [...] of the brutally selfish background of a 
society" that presents itself as anti-fascism but that, deep down, is complicit 
with the "artificial manipulation of ideas with which neocapitalism is 
shaping its new power. More than forty years later, these reflections 
maintain intact all their critical force and descriptive capacity, and allow us 
to glimpse, even if it is still in nuce, many of the most profound 
characteristics of today's Italy. 

Six of the eight articles included here come from the book Corsair 
Writings and were published in the Corriere della Sera, with the exception 
of the open letter to Italo Calvino, which appeared for the first time in Paese 
Sera, and the interview by Massimo Fini dedicated to the film Fascista by 
Nico Naldini. The review of that same tape, which precedes the interview, 
was published in the newspaper II Messaggero in 1974. The text that opens 
the volume dates back twelve years before and was first published in the 
magazine Vie Nuove. In the last lines the desire to write an "epigram with 
which to wish fascist children to my bourgeois enemies" is expressed, 
which will later see the light - almost word for word - in the poem "The 
Man from Bandung." 

The title The Fascism of the Anti-Fascists appears in Corsair Writings 
as the heading of an article that originally appeared in the Corriere della 


Sera as "Let's open a debate on the Pannella case."1 


1. All the notes in this edition are those of the translator, except for those of the essay "Fascists: 
fathers and sons", which belong to the Italian edition of this volume in the Garzanti publishing house. 


Fascists: fathers and sons 


Mr. Pasolini, why are so many young minds attracted to the danger of 
fascist ideology? We, who live in a society of young people, ask ourselves 
this question and find no answer... 


Michele Brucculeri, Daniele Squinzani (Turin) 


I am going to tell you a personal case, an example. 

Perhaps you know or imagine that I live mortified by a series of useless 
duties. For having to give empty answers to empty questions. That is, by 
living, in part, in the world of pseudoculture, or, as my friend Elsa Morante 
says more explicitly, of unreality. 

I owe this to the public part of my life: to that portion of me that does 
not belong to me and that has become a kind of New Art Theater mask; a 
monster that must be what the public wants it to be. I try to fight, 
quixotically, against this fatality that strips me of myself, that turns me into 
a magazine automaton and ends up affecting me, like an illness. But it 
seems there is nothing to do. Success is, for a moral and sentimental life, 
something horrendous, period. 

Many, too many journalists have gradually ended up representing this 
enemy world that wants its characters to be as it believes them to be. And I, 
gradually, have ended up feeling towards them a kind of resentment, of dark 
resentment, of pathological irritation; At certain times of the day, the mere 
image of a kiosk can make me nauseous. 

Anyway, this was a preamble. I could have kept it to myself, it's true. 
But understand me. 

Armed with this caution, with this dull and painful aversion, I did not 
have the slightest desire to be interviewed, a few weeks ago, for a widely 
circulated magazine.2 I resisted for a while. In the end I gave in, a little out 
of weakness (I am not capable of being stubborn in denying a favor), a little 


out of naivety (I always insist on believing that things can turn out better 
than what could be predicted from experience). So I let myself be 
interviewed by a journalist: a still young woman, somewhat pale, but with 
hard features; the typical woman who came from the provinces and lives 
alone, from her job. 

The first impression was good: and I could not disrespect the respect I 
felt for her by granting her a superficial, calculated, cold interview. We 
chatted as if she were a friend. Plus, it was my first day of vacation after the 
long dubbing process for Mamma Roma: I was in a pretty good mood. I 
went to pick her up at her house, next to the white and burning Tiber, we 
headed happily towards Via del Mare, towards Ostia, and we took a bath in 
the middle of that peace that is like a roar of the purest days of summer. We 
chat a little about everything, about literature, about cinema, about 
ourselves. To the extent that my eternal shyness allowed me, I tried to be 
absolutely honest with her: and the truth is that it took no effort at all. 
Maybe because she knew her job, like a good doctor, a good lawyer: who 
knows how to listen and let you say, almost with silence, what you need to 
say. I realized this and respected her work: for her, compared to me, it was a 
title of merit. 

For the rest, she also told me about herself, about her problems: the 
story of her marriage, the story of her work: and her son. 

Her son, a teenager of fourteen or fifteen years old, born from a happy- 
unhappy marriage, and now alone with her: a fascist son. 

Why was he a fascist? Perhaps as a protest against it: the eternal 
controversy of children against parents, when parents, in some way, are the 
object of an elementary and unconscious moral condemnation. Or perhaps 
because he had spent many months abandoned to himself with an 
indifferent governess, in a good part of the city, with rich and stupid 
schoolmates and, practically all of them, fascists. A series of coincidences. 
The result of which is this absurd, painful fact: the kind that makes you 
clench your fists in rage, that makes a lump of exasperation form in your 
throat. 

She, the mother, was worried: in the manner of a small family and social 
drama. She explained to me that she had a conflict with her son, but that she 


tried not to overreach, not to blackmail him in the name of maternal 
authority or experience. Anyway, it was difficult. She had taken him to see 
AlVarmi, siam fascisti! and she hoped it had not been in vain. The Duce, at 
least, had seemed to the boy a somewhat delirious and ridiculous figure. 

Eventually, the topic of the son was exhausted, as dictated by the 
mundane souplesse of this type of talk, and we moved on to other things. 

And that's how that girl with the naked, hard face disappeared, with the 
first day of summer vacation, from my complicated existence. 

A few weeks later, "his article" appeared in the magazine. It was the 
most offensive thing that could be written about me: offensive because it 
was not written by the typical idiot who hates me in the name of his real or 
imaginary employers, but by an educated, educated person with a high 
journalistic level. I was offended by the fact that this person who had 
seemed so respectable to me corroborated all the commonplaces that people 
unworthy of any respect have been accumulating about me until I became 
that mask of the New Art Theater to which I referred before: the " violent 
experiences", "maudite poetry", business skills, free use of dialect and 
slang. Judgments of a provincial and ignorant person that, almost out of 
inertia, my friend repeated for a day with the drunkenness of someone who, 
through commonplace, winks at some petty accomplices. 

Here is a fascist operation: but fascist at its core, in the most secret 
recesses of the soul. Italy rots in a well-being made of selfishness, stupidity, 
lack of culture, gossip, moralism, coercion, conformism: lending itself in 
any way to contributing to this rot is, currently, fascism. Being secular, 
liberal, means nothing when that moral force is absent that allows one to 
overcome the temptation to be a participant in a world that apparently 
works, with its tempting and cruel laws. You don't have to be strong to 
confront fascism in its delirious and ridiculous manifestations: you have to 
be very strong to confront fascism as normality, as a codification, I would 
say, happy, mundane, socially chosen, of the brutally selfish depths of a 
society. 

Deep down, the son is less fascist than the mother; or, at least, there is 
something noble in his fascism that he himself certainly cannot be aware of: 
a protest, a rage. In his adolescent honesty, he knows that the world in 


which he lives is, deep down, atrocious: and he attacks it with all the force 
of the scandal that his idea of fascism has for a boy. The fascism of the 
mother, on the other hand, implies a moral collapse, a complicity with the 
artificial manipulation of the ideas with which neocapitalism is modeling its 
new power. 

I confess that I felt a moment of almost poetic rage against that mother. 
And it occurred to me that he deserved to have a fascist son, that 1t was just: 
it was a fatality that contained within itself a perfect balance between debit 
and credit. What's more, the temptation came to me, quickly repressed, 
because it was evil, to write an epigram; an epigram with which to wish 
fascist children to my bourgeois enemies. Let them give you fascist 
children, let them destroy you with the ideas born from your ideas, with the 
hatred born from your hatred.3 


(New Friday, September 6, 1962) 


2. It has not been possible to identify with absolute certainty the interview to which Pasolini alludes. 
3. These words resonate, almost identical, in the poem “The Man from Bandung” (summer 1961- 
October 1962): “Think about the fate / of your children: my imprecation / as a Catholic, as a betrayed 
Puritan, / is (even if it is not fulfilled): “Have fascist children! / May they destroy you with the ideas / 
born of your ideas! / With hatred / born of your hatred! 


Study on the anthropological revolution in Italy 


June 2: On the front page of L'Unita you can see the headline of the great 
occasions and it reads like this: "Long live the anti-fascist republic." 

That's right, long live the anti-fascist republic. But what is the real 
meaning of this phrase? Let's try to analyze it. 

Its origin is found in two facts that, moreover, fully justify it: 1) the 
resounding victory of the "no" on May 12; 2) the fascist massacre of 
Brescia on the 28th of the same month.4 

The victory of the "no" is, in reality, a defeat not only for Fanfani and 
the Vatican, but, in a certain sense, also for Berlinguer and the Communist 
Party.5 Why? Fanfani and the Vatican have shown that they have not 
understood anything that has happened in our country in the last ten years: 
the Italian people have turned out to be — in an objective and obvious way — 
infinitely more “advanced” than they believed, confident still in the old 
peasant and paleoindustrial reactionism. 


Now, we must have the intellectual courage to say that Berlinguer and the 
Italian Communist Party have also demonstrated that they have not fully 
understood what has happened in our country in the last ten years. In fact, 
they did not want the referendum; They did not want a "war of religion" and 
were extremely afraid that the vote would yield a positive result. What's 
more, on this point they harbored clear pessimism. In the end, the "war of 
religion" has turned out to be an abstruse, archaic, superstitious prediction 
without any foundation. The Italians have revealed themselves to be 
infinitely more modern than the most optimistic of communists could have 
imagined. Both the Vatican and the Communist Party have been wrong in 
their analysis of the "real" situation in Italy. 

Both the Vatican and the Communist Party have shown that they had 
observed the Italians poorly and that they did not believe in the possibility 
of their evolution being so rapid, regardless of any possible calculation. 


Now the Vatican regrets its mistake. The PCI, on the other hand, 
pretends not to have committed it and exults at the unexpected victory. 

But has it really been a triumph? 

I have good reasons to doubt it. At this moment, almost a month has 
passed since that happy May 12 and, for that reason, I can allow myself to 
criticize without fear of promoting inappropriate defeatism. 

My opinion is that this 59 percent "no" is not miraculous proof of the 
victory of secularism, progress and democracy; absolutely; rather it is proof 
of two things: 

1) that the "middle classes" have changed radically - anthropologically, 
I would say -: their positive values are no longer the reactionary and clerical 
values, but the values (still lived in a merely existential and "unnamed" 
way) of the ideology hedonism of consumption and the consequent modern 
tolerance of the American type. It has been Power itself — through the 
“development” of the production of superfluous goods, the imposition of 
consumerism, fashion, information (especially, in an overwhelming way, 
television) — that has created such values, cynically throwing overboard 
traditional values and the Church itself, which was its symbol; 

2) that peasant and paleoindustrial Italy has collapsed, has disintegrated, 
no longer exists, and that in its place there is a void that probably waits to 
be filled by an absolute gentrification of the type I just pointed out 
(modernizing , falsely tolerant, Americanizing, etc.). 

The "no" has been a victory, there is no doubt. But what it actually 
indicates is a "mutation" of Italian culture: one that moves away from both 
traditional fascism and socialist progressivism. 

If this is how things are, what sense does the “Brescia massacre” have 
(the same as the Milan massacre before)? Is this a fascist massacre, which 
therefore implies anti-fascist indignation? If what counts are the words, then 
we must answer in the affirmative. If facts are what count, then the answer 
can only be negative; or, at least, one that updates the terms in which the 
problem was previously posed. 

Italy has never known how to create a great Right. This is probably the 
determining factor in its entire recent history. Although this does not 
constitute a cause, but an effect. Italy has not had a great Right because it 


has not had a culture capable of creating it. He has only known how to 
create that crude, ridiculous and ferocious right that is fascism. In this 
sense, parliamentary neofascism is the faithful continuation of traditional 
fascism. With the exception that, in the meantime, all forms of historical 
continuity have been broken. "Development", pragmatically desired by 
Power, has historically been instituted in a kind of epoché that has radically 
"transformed", and in a few years, the Italian world. 

This "qualitative" leap affects both fascists and anti-fascists: we are 
faced with a culture characterized by illiteracy (the people) and a destitute 
humanism (the middle classes) that passes from an archaic cultural 
organization to the modern organization of " mass culture. The leap is, 
without a doubt, enormous: it is a phenomenon, I insist, of anthropological 
"mutation." Perhaps above all because it has mutated the essential features 
of Power. "Mass culture", for example, cannot be an ecclesiastical, 
moralistic and patriotic culture; This, in fact, is directly linked to 
consumption, which has internal laws and ideological self-sufficiency that 
automatically give rise to a Power that no longer knows what to do with the 
Church, the Country, the Family and other such tricks. 


The "cultural" homogenization that has resulted from this affects us all: 
people and bourgeoisie, workers and subproletarians. The social context has 
mutated in the sense that it has become extremely unified. The matrix from 
which all Italians emerge is now the same. There are no longer appreciable 
differences — beyond a political choice as a dead scheme that must be filled 
out with gesticulations — between a fascist Italian citizen and an anti-fascist 
Italian citizen. The two are culturally, psychologically and, most 
impressively, physically interchangeable. In their daily, gestural, somatic 
behavior, there is nothing that distinguishes — I repeat, apart from an 
election or a political action — a fascist from an anti-fascist (middle-aged or 
young: in this sense, the elderly can still be distinguished ). So much for 
fascists and average anti-fascists. As far as extremists are concerned, 
homogenization is even more radical. 


Those who committed the horrific Brescia massacre were fascists. But 
let's delve into his fascism. Is it fascism based on God? In the Homeland? In 
the family? In traditional conventionalism, in intolerant morality, in the 
military order transferred to civilian life? If this fascism persists in still 
defining itself as a movement based on all of the above, 1s it a sincere self- 
definition? The criminal Esposti6 — to give an example —, if fascism had 
been restored in Italy with a bomb, would he have been willing to accept 
the Italy of his false and rhetorical nostalgia? The non-consumerist, thrifty 
and heroic Italy (as he believed)? Uncomfortable and rustic Italy? Italy 
without television or well-being? Italy without motorcycles or leather 
jackets? The Italy of women locked at home and half covered? No: it is 
evident that even the most fanatical fascist would consider it anachronistic 
to renounce all these achievements of "development." Conquests that, by 
virtue of nothing more and nothing less than their literal presence — 
becoming total and totalizing — annul all the mysticism and all the moralism 
of traditional fascism. 

Therefore, fascism is no longer traditional fascism. So what 1s it? 

The young people of the fascist camps, the young people of the 
Mussolini Action Squads, the young people who kidnap people and put 
bombs on trains are given and receive the name "fascists": but it is a purely 
nominal definition. In reality, they are in every way identical to the vast 
majority of their contemporaries. Culturally, psychologically, somatically —I 
repeat, there is nothing that distinguishes them. They are distinguished 
only by an abstract and a priori "decision" that, to be known, must be said. 
One can spend hours talking casually with a young fascist bomber and not 
realize that he is a fascist. On the other hand, until ten years ago, it was no 
longer enough to say a word, but rather a look, to distinguish and recognize 
it. 

The cultural context from which these fascists emerge is very different 
from the traditional one. These ten years of Italian history that have led 
Italians to vote “no” in the referendum have produced — through the same 
profound mechanism — these new fascists whose culture is identical to that 
of those who have voted “no” in the referendum. 


For the rest, it is a matter of a few hundred or thousands of people: and, 
if the Government and the police had wanted, they would have completely 
disappeared from the scene already in 1969. 

The fascism of the massacres is, therefore, a nominal fascism, without 
its own ideology (since this is annulled by the real life that these fascists 
live), and, furthermore, artificial: that is, desired by that Power that, after 
having liquidated, always pragmatic, traditional fascism and the Church 
(that clerofascism that did constitute an Italian cultural reality), he decided 
to keep alive forces that — following a mafia and Public Security 
Commissariat strategy — could oppose communist subversion. The real 
people responsible for the massacres in Milan and Brescia were not the 
young monsters who planted the bombs nor their sinister instigators and 
financiers. Therefore, it is useless and rhetorical to pretend that real 
responsibility is attributed to these young people and their nominal and 
artificial fascism. The culture to which they belong and which contains the 
elements of their pragmatic madness is, I repeat once again, the same one to 
which the vast majority of their contemporaries belong. They are not the 
only ones on whom it imposes intolerable conditions of conformism and 
neurosis, and therefore of extremism (which is the conflagration resulting 
from the mixture of conformism and neurosis). 

If his fascism prevailed, it would be the fascism of Spinola, not that of 
Caetano:7 that is, it would be a fascism even worse than the traditional one, 
but it would not exactly be fascism. It would be something that we are 
actually already experiencing and that fascists experience in an exasperated 
and monstrous way: although not without reason. 


(Corriere della Sera, June 10, 1974, with the title "The Italians are no 
longer those") 


4. The first reference is to the referendum on divorce held on May 12, 1974, with the victory of the 
"no" (that is, those who were in favor of divorce). The Brescia massacre was a bomb attack that left 8 
dead and 102 injured as a demonstration against far-right terrorism passed by. It was one of the 
multiple attacks that marked the so-called "years of lead." 

5. Amintore Fanfani, national secretary of the Christian Democracy party, was the main supporter of 
the "yes" vote in the referendum. Enrico Berlinguer was the general secretary of the Italian 
Communist Party. 

6. Giancarlo Esposti was a far-right terrorist, member of the Mussolini Action Squads and author of 
several bomb attacks towards the beginning of the 1970s. 

7. Antonio de Spinola, former vice chief of staff of the Portuguese army, was one of the leaders of the 
Armed Forces Movement, a group that promoted the coup known as the Carnation Revolution, which 
would end the Salazarist regime in April 1974. Marcelo Caetano was the last prime minister of the 
Salazar dictatorship. 


True fascism and, therefore, true anti-fascism 


What is the culture of a country? The common belief, even among educated 
people, is that it is the culture of scientists, politicians, teachers, writers, 
filmmakers, etc.: that is, the culture of the intelligentsia. However, that is 
not so. It is not about the culture of the dominant class either, which 
precisely through class struggle tries to impose it, at least in a formal sense. 
Nor, in short, is it about the culture of the dominated class, that is, the 
popular culture of the workers and peasants. The culture of a country is the 
set of all these class cultures: it is the average of these. And, therefore, it 
would be abstract if it were not recognizable — or, rather, visible — in the 
lived and existential and if, consequently, it did not have a practical 
dimension. For many centuries in Italy, these cultures have been 
distinguishable, despite being historically unified. Today — almost suddenly, 
as in a kind of Advent — historical distinction and unification have given 
way to a homogenization that, in an almost miraculous way, makes the 
interclass dream of the old Power come true. What is the reason for this 
homogenization? Obviously, to a new Power. 

I write “Power” with a capital P — something that Maurizio Ferrara calls 
irrational in L’Unita (12-6-1974) — only because, honestly, I do not know 
what this new Power consists of or who represents it. I only know that it 
exists. I no longer recognize it in the Vatican or in the powerful Christian 
Democrats or in the Armed Forces. I do not recognize it in large industry 
either, since it is no longer composed of a certain, limited number of large 
industrialists: to me, at least, it seems more like a whole (total 
industrialization) and, to make matters worse, , a non-Italian (transnational) 
whole. 

I also know — because I see them and live them — some of the 
characteristics of this new, still faceless Power: for example, its rejection of 
the old reactionism and the old clericalism, its decision to abandon the 
Church, its determination (crowned with success ) to transform the peasants 
and sub-proletarians into petty bourgeois, and, above all, their cosmic 


desire, so to speak, to take "Development" to its ultimate consequences: 
produce and consume. 

The robotic portrait of this still white face of the new Power attributes to 
it “modern” features due to tolerance and a perfectly self-sufficient 
hedonistic ideology; but also ferocious and, in essence, repressive traits: his 
tolerance, in effect, is false, since in reality no man ever had to be as normal 
and conformist as the consumer; and as for hedonism, it evidently hides a 
desire to pre-establish everything with a cruelty never seen throughout 
history. Thus, this new Power that no one yet represents and that we owe to 
a "mutation" of the ruling class is, in reality - to stick to the old terminology 
- a "total" form of fascism. However, this Power has also culturally 
"homogenized" Italy: it is, therefore, a repressive homogenization, even 
when it is obtained through the imposition of hedonism and joie de vivre. 
The tension strategy is a symptom, although substantially anachronistic, of 
all this. 

Maurizio Ferrara, in the aforementioned article (as well as Ferrarotti, in 
Paese Sera, 6-14-1974) accuses me of aestheticism. And he seeks to 
exclude me, seclude me. Very well: mine may be the perspective of an 
"artist", that is, as the good bourgeoisie wants, of a madman. However, the 
fact, for example, that two representatives of the old Power (who now 
actually serve, albeit interlocutorily, the new Power) have blackmailed each 
other regarding the financing of the parties and the Montesi case may be a 
good reason to go crazy:8 that is, to discredit a ruling class and a society in 
the eyes of a man to such an extent that he loses his sense of opportunity 
and limits, impelling him to a true state of "anomie." . It must be said, by 
the way, that the perspective of madmen must be taken into serious 
consideration: unless we want to be advanced in everything except the 
problem of madmen, comfortably limiting ourselves to banishing them. 

There are crazy people who dedicate themselves to observing people's 
faces and their behavior. But not because they are epigones of Lombrosian 
positivism (as Ferrara rudely implies), but because they know semiology. 
They know that culture generates codes; that codes generate behaviors; that 
behavior is a language; and that in a historical moment in which verbal 


language becomes conventional and sterilized (technical), the language of 
behavior (physical and gestural) acquires decisive importance. 

Returning to the beginning of the matter, I think there are good reasons 
to maintain that today the culture of a country (in this case, Italy) is 
expressed above all through the language of behavior, or physical language, 
plus a certain amount — completely conventional and extremely poor — of 
verbal language. 

It is at this level of linguistic communication where: a) the 
anthropological mutation of the Italians is manifested; b) its absolute 
homogenization in a single model. 

Therefore: decide to leave your hair long to your shoulders or cut it off 
and grow a mustache (in a proto-novecentesque nod); decide to put on a 
headband or pull a beret over your eyes; decide whether to dream of a 
Ferrari or a Porsche; follow TV programs carefully; know the titles of a few 
best sellers; dress in trendy pants and t-shirts; maintaining obsessive 
relationships with girls who are displayed as an ornament, but, at the same 
time, with the pretense that they are "free", etc., etc., etc.: all these are 
cultural acts. 

Nowadays, all young Italians carry out these same acts, they have this 
same physical language, they are interchangeable; something as old as the 
world, when it is limited to a single social class, to a single category: but the 
point is that these cultural acts and this somatic language are interclass. In a 
square full of young people, no one would be able to distinguish, on the 
basis of their appearance, a worker from a student, a fascist from an anti- 
fascist; something that was still possible in 1968. 

The problems of an intellectual belonging to the intelligentsia are 
different from those of a party or a politician, even though their ideology 
may be the same. I would like my antagonists on the left to understand that 
I am able to realize that, in the event that Development were to stop and 
enter a recession, if the Left Parties did not support the current Power, Italy 
would simply sink; If, on the contrary, Development continued as it had 
begun, the realistic thing would undoubtedly be the so-called "historical 
commitment", the only way to try to correct said Development, in the sense 
that Berlinguer indicates in his report to the Central Committee of the 


Communist Party. (cf. L'Unita, 4-6-1974). However, in the same way that 
Maurizio Ferrara is not concerned with "faces", this practical political 
maneuver is not my concern. What's more, my duty, in any case, is to 
exercise criticism against it, a quixotic and perhaps even extreme criticism. 
So what are my problems? 

Let's look at one, for example. In the article that sparked this 
controversy (Corriere della Sera, 10-6-1974), I said that the real people 
responsible for the massacres in Milan and Brescia are the Government and 
the Italian police: because if the Government and the police had wanted, 
Those massacres would not have been committed. It's a common place. 
Well, now I will definitely become the laughing stock of the whole world 
by saying that those responsible for these massacres are also us, the 
progressives, the anti-fascists, the left-wing men. Because in all these years 
we have done nothing: 

1) so that talking about a "state massacre" would not become 
commonplace and everything would remain there; 

2) (and more serious) we have not done anything to ensure that there are 
no fascists. We have limited ourselves to condemning them, gratifying our 
conscience with our indignation; and the stronger and more petulant the 
indignation, the calmer the conscience became. 

In reality we have behaved like racists towards fascists (I am referring 
above all to young people): that is to say, we have insisted on believing, 
hastily and cruelly, that they were racially predestined to be fascists and 
that, faced with such a decision of fate, There was nothing to do. But let's 
not fool ourselves: we all knew, deep down, that when one of those young 
people decided to become a fascist it was something purely coincidental, 
nothing more than an unmotivated and irrational gesture; Maybe a single 
word would have been enough to stop that from happening. But none of us 
ever spoke to them or to them. We immediately accepted them as inevitable 
representatives of Evil. And perhaps they were teenage boys and girls who 
knew nothing about anything and who threw themselves headlong into that 
horrendous adventure out of sheer desperation. 

But we couldn't distinguish them from the others (I'm not saying the 
other extremists, but from everyone else). Here is our horrifying 


justification. 

The monk Zosima (literature for literature!) immediately identifies, 
among all the individuals crammed into the cell, Dmitri Karamazov, the 
parricide. She immediately gets up from his seat and goes to prostrate 
herself in front of him. And he does it (as he later explains to the youngest 
of the Karamazovs) because Dmitri is predestined to commit the most 
horrible of acts and endure the most inhuman pain. 

Think (if you have the strength to do so) of that boy or group of boys 
who planted the bombs in the square of Brescia. Shouldn't we get up and 
prostrate in front of them? But they were young people with long hair or 
turn-of-the-century mustaches, they wore headbands or berets pulled over 
their eyes, they were pale and presumptuous, their problem was to be all 
dressed in the same fashion, to have Porsches or Ferraris, or perhaps 
motorcycles on which they were riding like little idiotic archangels with 
girls whom they displayed as decorations, yes, but modern, and in favor of 
divorce, women's liberation and, in general, development... Anyway, that 
they were young like everyone else: nothing particularly distinguished 
them. Even if we had wanted to, we could not have gone and prostrated 
ourselves in front of them. Because the old fascism, even through rhetorical 
degeneration, made distinctions: while the new fascism — which 1s 
something completely different — no longer; It is not humanistically 
rhetorical, but Americanly pragmatic. Its goal is the brutally totalitarian 
reorganization and homogenization of the world. 


(Corriere della Sera, June 24, 1974, with the title "The power without a 
face") 


8. The Montesi case refers to the death, in April 1953, of the young Wilma Montesi, whose 
investigation affected several members of Italian politics. The case was never resolved. On March 
10, 1974, the weekly L'Espresso published a telephone conversation in which the former president of 
the Council of Ministers Giulio Andreotti threatened the former president of the Senate Amintore 
Fanfani (both Christian Democrats) with talking about party financing, while he He threatened the 
former with leaking information about the Montesi case. 


Limitation of history and immensity of the peasant world 


Dear Calvino: 

Maurizio Ferrara says that I long for a "golden age", you say that I long 
for the "Italieta":9 everyone says that I long for something, and they turn 
that longing into a negative value and, consequently, an easy target. 

What I long for (if one can speak of longing) I have said clearly, even in 
verse (Paese Sera, 5-1-1974).10 That others have pretended not to 
understand it is natural. What surprises me is that you didn't want to 
understand it (you have no reason to). That I long for the "Italieta"? That's 
because you haven't read a single verse from The Ashes of Gramsci or 
Calderon, you haven't read a single line of my novels, you haven't seen a 
single shot of my films, you don't know anything about me! Because 
everything I have done and am excludes by its nature that I can long for 
Italy. Unless you consider that I have changed radically: something that is 
part of the miracle-working psychology of the Italians, but that is precisely 
why I find it unworthy of you. 

The "Italieta" is petty-bourgeois, fascist, Christian democratic; She is 
provincial and lives on the margins of history; Its culture is based on a 
formal and vulgar scholastic humanism. Do you want me to miss all this? 
As far as I'm concerned, that Italieta was a country of gendarmes that for 
almost two decades dedicated themselves to arresting me, prosecuting me, 
persecuting me, torturing me and lynching me. A young person may not 
know this. But you do not. It may be that I have had that minimum of 
dignity that has allowed me to hide the anguish of someone who for years 
and years waited every day for the arrival of a summons from the court and 
was afraid to look at the newsstands so as not to read in the newspapers the 
most atrocious and scandalous things about him. But if I can forget all this, 
you, on the other hand, shouldn't... 

On the other hand, as far as I'm concerned, that "Italieta" is not over. 
The lynching continues. Its promoter may now be L'Espresso, if not, look at 
the introductory note (L'Espresso, 6/23/1974) to certain interventions about 


my thesis (Corriere della Sera, 6/10/1974): a note where a title that I have 
not given is mocked, where ingenious extrapolations are made from my 
text, obviously distorting it in a horrendous way, and where, finally, the 
suspicion is cast on me that I am a new Plebe : an operation that until now I 
would have only believed within the reach of those Borghese criminals. 11 

I know very well, dear Calvino, how the life of an intellectual goes. I 
know this because, in part, it is also my life. Readings, the solitude of the 
workshop, circles, as a general rule, of few friends and many acquaintances, 
all intellectual and bourgeois. A life of work and, in substance, respectable. 
But I, like Mr. Hyde, have another life. To live that life, I must break the 
natural (and innocent) barriers of class. Tear down the walls of the Italieta 
and throw myself into another world: the peasant world, the subproletarian 
world and the worker world. The order in which I list these worlds is due to 
their importance in my personal experience, not their objective importance. 
Until a few years ago this was the pre-bourgeois world, the world of the 
dominated class. If it was part of the Italieta territory, it was for mere 
national, or better, state, reasons. Beyond this pure and simple formality, 
that world did not coincide at all with Italy. The peasant universe (to which 
urban subproletarian cultures belong and, until a few years ago, those of the 
working minorities, who were authentic minorities, as in Russia in 1917) is 
a transnational universe that does not even recognize nations. It is a residue 
of a previous civilization (or a cluster of previous civilizations, all very 
similar to each other), and the ruling class (nationalist) shaped that residue 
based on its own interests and political purposes (for a Lucan — I think in 
De Martino—,12 the foreign nation was first the Bourbon kingdom, then 
Piedmontese Italy, then fascist Italy, then present-day Italy: without a break 
in continuity). 

It is this unlimited pre-national and pre-industrial peasant world that 
survived until a few years ago that I long for (it is not for nothing that I 
spend all the time I can in Third World countries, where it still survives, 
even when the Third World is also entering the orbit of the called 
Development). 

The men of this universe did not live in a golden age, in the same way 
that they were not part, more than formally, of Italy. These people lived in 


what Chilanti has called the age of bread. That is, they were consumers of 
extremely necessary goods. And that was perhaps what made his poor and 
precarious life extremely necessary. It is clear, on the contrary, that 
superfluous goods make life superfluous (to put it in extremely elementary 
terms and settle this issue). 

In any case, whether or not I long for this peasant universe is my 
business. This in no way prevents me from exercising my criticism of the 
current world as it is: on the contrary, I can do it all the more lucidly the 
more | distance myself from it and the more I accept to live in it only in a 
stoic way. 

I have said, and I repeat, that the acculturation of the consumerist 
Center has destroyed several cultures of the Third World (1 continue 
speaking on a global scale and I am therefore also referring to the cultures 
of the Third World, whose peasant cultures are profoundly analogous): the 
cultural model offered to Italians (and, for that matter, to all men on the 
globe) is unique. The adaptation to this model is found above all in what is 
lived, in the existential: and, therefore, in the body and behavior. It is here 
where the values, still unexpressed, of the new culture of consumer 
civilization are lived, that is, of the new and most repressive totalitarianism 
that has ever been seen. From the point of view of verbal language, we find 
the reduction of the entire language to a communicative language, with an 
enormous impoverishment of expressiveness. Dialects (mother tongues!) 
are distant in time and space: children are forced not to speak them because 
they live in Turin, Milan or Germany. Where they are still spoken, they 
have lost all their inventive potential. No boy from the Roman suburbs 
would be able, for example, to understand the jargon of my novels from ten 
or fifteen years ago: and, ironically, he would be forced to consult the 
attached glossary, like a good bourgeois! from North! 

Naturally, this "Image" of mine of the new Italian cultural reality is a 
radical image: it concerns the phenomenon as a global phenomenon, not its 
exceptions, its resistances, its survivals. 

When I speak of the homogenization of all young people, by virtue of 
which a young fascist is no longer distinguishable from all other young 
people by his body, his behavior and his unconscious and real ideology 


(consumer hedonism), I am stating a general phenomenon. . I know very 
well that some young people are different. But these are young people who 
belong to our same elite and who are condemned to be even more unhappy 
than us: and, therefore, probably also better. I say this because of an 
allusion (Paese Sera, 6/21/1974) by Tullio De Mauro, who, having forgotten 
to invite me to a linguistics conference in Bressanone, reproaches me for 
my absence: there, he says, he would have seen a few dozen young people 
who contradict my theses. Which is to say that if a few dozen young people 
use the word "heuristic", this means that the use of said word is common to 
fifty million Italians. 

You will say: men have always been conformists (all equal to each 
other) and there have always been elites. I answer you: yes, men have 
always been conformists and as equal as possible to each other, but 
according to their social class. And, within that class distinction, according 
to their particular and concrete (regional) cultural conditions. Today, 
however (and here the anthropological "mutation" comes into play), men 
are conformists and all equal to each other according to an interclass code 
(student equals worker, northern worker equals southern worker): at least 
potentially , in an eager desire for uniformity. 

Finally, dear Calvino, I would like to make you notice one thing. Not as 
a moralist, but as an analyst. In your hasty response to my theses in II 
Messaggero (June 18, 1974), you missed a doubly unfortunate phrase. It is 
about the phrase: "I don't know the young fascists of today and I hope I 
don't have the chance to meet them." It happens that: 1) of course, you will 
never have such an opportunity, among other things because if you met a 
group of young fascists in the compartment of a train, in line at a store, on 
the street or at a gathering, you would not you would recognize; 2) 
Expecting to never encounter young fascists is blasphemy because, on the 
contrary, you should do everything possible to identify them and go out to 
meet them. They are not unfortunate and predestined representatives of 
Evil: they were not born to be fascists. Nobody — when they have reached 
adolescence and have been able to choose, based on who knows what 
reasons and needs — has imposed the brand of fascism on them in a racist 
way. What drives a young man to make a decision like that is an atrocious 


form of desperation; and perhaps just a different experience, a simple 
encounter, would have been enough for his destiny to have been different. 


(Paese Sera, July 8, 1974, with the title "Open letter to Italo Calvino. 
Pasolini: what I long for") 


9. The term Italietta appears towards the beginning of the 20th century as a synonym for a provincial 
country without great ambitions. 

10. It refers to the poem “Meaning of Longing,” later included in the book The New Youth (1975). 
11. Il Borghese is a weekly newspaper with a conservative orientation; In 1974 it was directed by 
Mario Tedeschi, at the time also a senator for the Italian Social Movement-National Right (MSI) 
party. The philosopher Armando Plebe had begun his career in the ranks of Marxism, but in 1974 he 
was a member of the MSI. 

12. Ernesto De Martino (1908-1965) was a prominent Italian anthropologist, best known for his 
studies on magical thinking and southern Italy. 


The fascism of the anti-fascists 


Marco Pannella has been fasting for more than seventy days: he has reached 
the limit; The doctors are beginning to be frankly worried and, even more 
so, scared.13 On the other hand, there is not the slightest objective 
possibility of any development occurring that would allow Pannella to 
break a fast that at this point could become fatal ( It is worth adding that 
forty other of his companions have been joining the fast). 

None of the representatives of parliamentary power (neither the 
Government nor the opposition) seems even minimally willing to 
"compromise" with Pannella and his companions. The vulgarity of political 
realism seems unable to find any point of connection with Pannella's candor 
and, by extension, with the possibility of exorcising and encompassing his 
scandal. A theological contempt surrounds him. On the one _ hand, 
Berlinguer and the Central Committee of the PCI; on the other, the old and 
powerful Christian Democrats. As for the Vatican, Catholics have long 
forgotten that they are Christians. None of this is surprising, and we will see 
why. However, the "minors" (that is, those who possess a "lesser power") 
have also been reluctant, skeptical and vilely evasive with respect to 
Pannella's message: for example, the so-called "Catholics of the no" or the 
progressives freer ones (who intervene in favor of Pannella only as 
"individuals", never as representatives of any party or group). 

And now you will be extremely amazed, reader, when you learn the 
initial reasons why Pannella and dozens of other people had to resort to the 
extreme weapon of fasting in the face of such a state of disinterest, 
abandonment and contempt. No one, in fact, "has informed you", from the 
beginning and with a minimum of clarity and alacrity, about these reasons: 
no doubt, in view of the situation that I have just outlined, you will imagine 
some scandalous enormity. However, they are the following: 

1) the guarantee that RAI-TV would grant a quarter of an hour of 
transmission to the Italian Divorce League and a quarter of an hour to 


Father Franzoni;14 2) the guarantee that the President of the Republic 
would grant a public hearing to the representatives of the LID and the 
Radical Party, who had asked and requested it in vain more than a month 
ago; 3) the guarantee that the House Health Commission would take into 
consideration the socialist bill on the legalization of abortion; 4) the 
guarantee that the owners of I! Messaggero ensured not a generic fidelity to 
the secular principles of the newspaper, but rather secular information and, 
in particular, the right to information of secular minorities. 


As you can see, this is a very normal request for guarantees in democratic 
life. The "purity" of its principles does not exclude, in this case, its perfect 
feasibility. In view, I repeat, of the absolute lack of information that "the 
entire" Italian press has left you with in relation to Pannella and his 
movement, it would not be strange for you to think that this Pannella is a 
monster. A kind of Fumagalli, to say the least.15 Someone whose requests, 
"be that as it may" and "on principle", should not be taken into 
consideration. Well, to begin with, I will tell you that, according to the 
democratic principle that Pannella never renounces, Fumagalli himself, 
whom I have mentioned pour cause, would have the right to be taken into 
consideration in the event that he presented a "formal" request as those 
presented by the radicals. Respect for the person - for its profound 
configuration, to which a feeling of freedom whose formality is understood 
as substantial allows it to speak out and express itself at a level, so to speak, 
"sacralized" by a secular religion even with respect to most degraded 
political ideas — is for Pannella the primum of any political theory and 
practice. This is his scandal. An unintegrable scandal, precisely because its 
principle, both in the strict and popular sense, is contemplated by the 
Constitution. 

Pannella puts this absolutely democratic political principle into practice 
through the ideology of non-violence. However, what it counts is not so 
much physical non-violence (which could well be debated): what it counts 
is moral non-violence, that is, the total, absolute, irrevocable absence of any 
type of moralism. (“We maintain that what seems so to each person is 


moral.”) It is this form of nonviolence (which even repudiates itself as 
moralistic) that leads Pannella and the radicals to scandal: the absolute 
rejection of any form of power and its consequent condemnation ("I do not 
believe in power and I repudiate even fantasy if it threatens to occupy it"). 
The result of the absolute and almost ascetic purity of these principles, 
which we could define as "metapolitical", is the extraordinary clarity of the 
gaze that rests on things and facts: this, in fact, does not stumble even upon 
the involuntary darkness of prejudices nor with that other, deliberate, that 
emanates from conformism. Everything is light and reason around that 
view, which, because it has as its object specific historical things and facts — 
as well as the consequent judgment on them — ends up giving rise to the 
premises of scandalous unacceptability, on the part of good people. , of 
radical politics ("for twenty years the litany of good people in our politics 
has been articulated around the anti-fascism of the Parri-Sofri line"; ". 
where are the fascists, if not in power?" and in the Government? They are 
the Moro, the Fanfani, the Rumor, the Pastore, the Gronchi, the Segni and — 
why not? — the Tanassi, the Cariglia and perhaps the Saragat, the La Malfa. 
Against their policy, That's how I understand it, you can and should be anti- 
fascist...").16 

At this point, I imagine, dear reader, that it has become clear to you 
what the Pannella "scandal" consists of; although I also imagine that, at the 
same time, you are tempted to see such a scandal as something quixotic and 
verbal. To think that the position of these radical militants (non-violence, 
rejection of all forms of power and so on) has become yellow like that of 
pacifism, protest, etc., and that theirs, in short, is nothing more than mere 
fickleness, which would even be holy and sanctifiable, if his condemnations 
and proposals were not so detailed and directed ad personam. 

However, things are not like that. His, so to speak, “metapolitical” 
principles have led radicals to a political praxis of absolute realism. And it 
is not because of these "scandalous" principles that the world of power - 
Government and opposition - ignores, represses and excludes Pannella, to 
the point of eventually converting his love for life into murder, but because 
of the realism of his praxis. policy. The Radical Party, and the LID (and its 


leader, Marco Pannella) are, in fact, the true winners of the May 12 
referendum. And that is exactly what "no one" forgives them for. 


They were the only ones who wanted and accepted the challenge of the 
referendum, certain of their overwhelming victory: a forecast that was the 
fatally concomitant result of an irrevocable democratic "principle" (even at 
the risk of defeat) and a "realistic analysis" of the true will of the new 
Italian masses. Therefore, the unforgivable fault of the PR and the LID does 
not lie, I repeat, in an abstract democratic principle (the right to decide from 
below and the rejection of any kind of paternalism), but in a realistic 
analysis. 

Instead of being welcomed and congratulated by the first citizen of the 
Republic, in recognition of the will of the Italian people, a will that they had 
foreseen, Pannella and his companions find themselves marginalized as if 
they were untouchable. Instead of appearing as protagonists on television 
screens, they are not granted even a measly quarter of an hour of "free 
forum." Of course, the Vatican and Fanfani, the big losers of the 
referendum, will never be able to admit that Pannella simply "exists." But 
Berlinguer and the PCI, the other losers of the referendum, will never be 
able to admit its existence either. Pannella, then, is "abolished" from Italian 
conscience and public life. 

Arriving here, we are faced with a question. Pannella's fasting capacity 
has a dramatic organic limit. And there is nothing to suggest that she is 
willing to give up. What are men or groups with power doing that could 
decide their fate? How far will your cynicism, your helplessness or your 
calculation go? Of course, it doesn't work in Pannella's favor that they no 
longer have much to lose, now that his only problem is saving the furniture 
and, above all, themselves. Suddenly, reality has turned against them; The 
Vatican boat that they trusted to safely navigate the ocean 1s now in serious 
danger of sinking; The Italian masses are fed up with them and have 
become, even if for a purely existential reason, bearers of values that they 
took for granted and that, however, have turned out to be true values, to the 
point that They have annulled the great values of the past and have brought 


both fascists and anti-fascists (of today) to ruin. Even the minimum that 
could be asked of them, that is, a certain capacity to manage, has revealed 
an atrocious illusion: an illusion that Italians will necessarily have to 
realize, since — like the values of consumption and well-being — they will 
have to live it "In the flesh." 

It is the left that must intervene. But it's not about saving Pannella's life. 
And even less about saving her from it by ensuring that the four small 
"guarantees" that he demanded, plus those that have later been added to 
them, are taken into consideration. It 1s about taking into consideration the 
existence of Pannella, the PR and the LID. And circumstances require that 
the existence of Pannella, the PR and the LID coincide with a thought and a 
will to act of historical and decisive relevance. Or what is the same, that 
they coincide with the awareness of a new reality in our country and a new 
quality of life for the masses that, until now, had gone unnoticed by both the 
power and the opposition. 

Pannella, the PR and the LID have become aware of this with total 
optimism, with vitality, with the ascetic will to go to the end: a perhaps 
relative or, at least, dramatic optimism in what concerns men, but 
unwavering in which concerns the principles (which are not seen as abstract 
or moralistic). 

They propose eight referendums (gathered into one): and they have 
been proposing them for years, as a conscious challenge to what the clerical 
right proposed (and which ended with the greatest democratic victory in 
recent Italian history). These are eight referendums (repeal of the concordat 
between the State and the Church, of the ecclesiastical annulment, of the 
military codes, of the norms against freedom of the press and freedom of 
television information, of the fascist and parafascist norms of the code, 
among them those referring to abortion, and, finally, repeal of public 
financing of the parties), it is these eight referendums, then, that 
demonstrate, as a concrete ideology and project of political struggle, the 
realistic vision of Pannella, of the PR and of the LID. Challenging the old 
Italian political world on this front and defeating it is the only way to bring 
about a practical and decisive turn in the situation into which Italy has 
rushed, in addition to being the only revolutionary act possible today. But 


this goes against too many miserable interests of both men and parties, and 
that is what Pannella is paying firsthand. 

In public life there are still tragic or, worse still, serious moments, in 
which it is necessary to gather strength to play. There is no other solution. 
From the epistolary style I will now move on, dear reader, to that of 
propaganda to suggest what you can do to avoid committing, in this 
situation, what Catholics call the sin of omission, or, in any case, to push 
you to play the vital role, of those who decide to have a "responsible" 
gesture. You could intervene in the relationship, insoluble, it seems, 
between Pannella's democratic intransigence and the impotence of Power 
by sending a telegram or a "protest" note to the following addresses: 1) the 
national secretariats of the parties (except the MSI and related, of course); 
2) the presidencies of the House and Senate. 


(Corriere della Sera, July 16, 1974, with the title "Let's open a debate on 
the Pannella case") 


13. Marco Pannella (1930-2016) was a prominent activist and politician, protagonist of several 
hunger strikes, the last in 2011, at the age of eighty. In 1974 he was president of the Radical Party. 

14. Father Giovanni Franzoni was a Benedictine theologian who supported Catholics voting with 
freedom of conscience in the 1974 divorce referendum. 

15. Carlo Fumagalli, founder of the neo-fascist terrorist group Revolutionary Action Movement, had 
been arrested in 1973. 

16. Ferruccio Parri was a partisan and prime minister in 1945; Adriano Sofri is a communist activist. 
The politicians mentioned below include Christian Democrats, Social Democrats and Liberal 
Democrats; All of them held important positions (deputies, ministers, prime ministers, presidents of 
the Republic) between the late 1940s and early 1970s. 


Poor but fascist 


What has been the most vivid and immediate impression you have had 
when watching Naldini's film? 


The most vivid and immediate impressions have been two, simultaneous. I 
will talk to you first, not about the most important one, but about the first 
one in temporal order, that is, the one I have felt since the opening shots, or, 
let's say, since the opening sequence of the film... 


March on Rome... 


Yes. When I saw that first sequence, I observed the faces of the fascists and 
the people who, participating or indifferent, were around them. The 
"important" people (teachers, lawyers, etc.) looked like idiots, as usual. I'm 
reading an unpublished book by Faldella, written in 1908-1909: well, it's 
them.17 They are precisely those imbeciles, people who are sometimes 
coarse, naive and, above all, in good faith (not as fascists, I mean, but as 
small and middle-bourgeois). But around them were the faces of the fascist 
hitmen. Skinny, bony faces, with deeply excavated eyes. Faces smooth from 
a life of poverty and hunger. Weathered by customs born from the 
observation of the most severe economy, from necessity (pallets, dusty 
bedrooms, empty rooms, without heating, a pair of pants and a shirt, the 
tavern, Sunday mass, the urban periphery, almost country). In other words, 
what these fascists were socially was infinitely more powerful than what 
they were ideologically. They were poor and petty bourgeois workers who, 
not because they had made a reactionary choice, had become anything 
different from so many other millions of poor workers and petty bourgeois 
like them. They were marching on Rome like someone going on an 
excursion to the countryside; At most, we can think that, culturally, they 


were imitating the occupation of Fiume.18 It was evident that most of them 
had been "recruited", as second-rate soldiers of fortune. 

This first impression of finding oneself in front of an anthropological 
type of Italian who has been like this for centuries and centuries, and who 
has only changed in the last ten years, lasts and is consolidated throughout 
Naldini's entire film. This harmlessness, not good-natured or apathetic, but 
"physical", of the Italians in black shirts also extends to the bosses. The 
famous hierarchs, whom I remembered as nothing more than ferocity and 
ridiculous, turn out to be pathetic imbeciles: some of them even inspire a 
repugnant tenderness, being so stupid and visibly paralyzed, like a stunted 
animal. From time to time, they cast looks at Mussolini that are 
masterpieces of involuntary declamation. It is the look that the dog who 
knows some Latin gives to the person who feeds him. 

This harmlessness of trash and hungry petite bourgeoisie is accentuated 
when, inevitably, we compare it with the fascists and current "hierarchs." 
Next to the current fascists, who are pure and authentic Nazis, those of then 
have a housewife air that makes the heart shrink (especially when their 
fascist enthusiasm manifests itself in sincere smiles of old village or peasant 
happiness); Compared to the crowds of today, those of then (not necessarily 
fascist) exuded dignity: they possessed values that fascism took advantage 
of, degrading them. Finally, compared to the current "hierarchs", those 
"hierarchs" are pitiful. What could they steal in that miserable Italy? Four 
sad bitches told badly. Noticeable. And then one thinks of the looting, the 
robberies, the rapes, the crimes of the current ruling class, characterized by 
parasitism and clientelism, as the Christian Democrat leaders themselves 
now admit, without blushing, instead of getting out of the way. forever. In 
its origins, fascism was nothing more than the labor of the bosses. In the 
end it became a sinister murderous farce. But when it gets to that point, the 
movie ends. 

However, before moving on to my second impression, I would like to 
highlight one detail... 


Which? 


Among all the characters in the film, there is one who is indisputably 
unfriendly and hateful (in the midst of all those buffoons). He appears for 
only a moment and you can barely see his face. A seen and not seen. This is 
Cardinal Gasparri, during the signing of the Lateran Pacts. 


And the second impression? 


It is, if we want to say it that way, of a stylistic type. Naldini makes some 
stylistic decisions that I would describe as ironclad in terms of the film's 
plan. No fascist rhetoric, no easy "Jokes" about fascism, representation of 
fascism through materials produced by the fascists themselves, that is, 
through their false and real idea of themselves. Naldini, despite everything, 
is carried away by an imponderable fact: the accumulation of material that 
almost constantly had as its object the public relationship between 
Mussolini and the so-called "oceanic crowds." In the end, from a 
cinematographic point of view, the film is a film about the relationship 
between a Chief and his People. Not, of course, a film about fascism (how 
could it be, if it used the material of the fascists themselves?), much less a 
film about Mussolini, who appears only as a rhetorical and public figure. It 
is, I repeat, a film about the relationship between a Chief and his People. An 
unprecedented, absurd relationship, manifestly rigged, cut and mystified, 
ridiculous, sinister; but somehow it is that, just that, as seen in the physical 
reality of the film's materials. Materials that accumulate and in the end 
explode in an anomalous and involuntary expressiveness. It was a terrible 
game, and Naldini's film plays into that game. That's why it's a beautiful 
movie. Although also dangerous, because it is the recipients in good faith 
who accept the game. Those who view it in bad faith play “their own” 
game, and, as we well know, they are people who do not know how to play. 
Fascism is a gloomy and forced behavior. 


(Entrevista de Costanzo Costantin1. Il Messaggero, 17 October 1974) 


17. Giovanni Faldella (1846-1928) was a journalist and writer famous for his linguistic 
expressiveness and use of dialect. Pasolini refers here to his novel Donna Folgore, first published in 
1974. 

18. The poet Gabriele D'Annunzio, commanding about eight thousand men, tried to annex the border 
city of Fiume (present-day Rijeka, in Croatia) to Italy, occupying it between September 1919 and 
December 1920. 


Fascist 


There exists today a form of archaeological fascism that serves as a pretext 
to obtain a patent of real anti-fascism. This is an easy anti-fascism that has 
as its object and objective an archaic fascism that no longer exists and will 
never exist again. Let's start with Naldini's recent film: Fascista. This film, 
which raises the problem of the relationship between a boss and the crowd, 
has shown that both the boss, Mussolini, and the crowd are two absolutely 
archaeological characters. A boss like that would be totally inconceivable 
today, not only because of the ineptitude and irrationality of what he says, 
because of the logical void behind what he says, but also because in the 
modern world it would be impossible for him to find space and credibility. . 
Television would be enough to annul it, to destroy it politically. That boss's 
techniques worked on top of a platform, at a rally, before the "oceanic" 
crowds, but they would never work on a screen. 

This is not a simple epidermal, purely technical observation, it is the 
symbol of a total change in the way of being, of communicating with each 
other. And of the crowd, that “oceanic” crowd. It is enough to look at those 
faces for a moment to see that that crowd no longer exists, that it is dead, 
that it is buried, that they are our ancestors. That is enough to know that this 
fascism must never be repeated. This is why a good part of current anti- 
fascism, or at least what has been called anti-fascism, is either naive and 
stupid, or presumptuous and in bad faith: because it presents or pretends to 
present battle to a dead and buried, archaeological phenomenon. , no longer 
able to scare anyone. It is, in short, a comfortable and relaxed anti-fascism. 


I believe, and I deeply believe it, that true fascism is what sociologists, with 
excessive kindness, have called "the consumer society." A definition that 
seems innocuous, purely indicative. But nothing further. If one observes 
reality well and, above all, if one knows how to read the things that 


surround him, in the landscape, in urban design and, above all, in men, he 
sees that the results of this carefree consumer society are the results of a 
dictatorship, of full-blown fascism. In Naldini's film we saw obedient 
young people, in uniform... Although with a difference. Then, at the very 
moment that the young people took off their uniforms and headed back to 
their towns and fields, they returned to being the Italians of a hundred, fifty 
years ago, as before fascism. 

In reality, fascism had turned them into clowns, into servants; He may 
have even partially convinced them, but he never truly touched them, in the 
depths of their soul, in their way of being. This new fascism, this consumer 
society, on the other hand, has profoundly transformed young people, it has 
touched them in their most intimate depths, it has given them other feelings, 
other ways of thinking, of living, other cultural models. It is no longer, as in 
Mussolini's time, a superficial, scenographic discipline, but a real discipline, 
which has stolen and changed their soul. Which means, in short, that this 
"consumer civilization" is a dictatorial civilization. In short: if the word 
fascism means the arrogance of power, the "consumer society" has made 
fascism a reality. 


A marginal role. That is why I have said that reducing anti-fascism to a 
fight against these people is tantamount to mystification. For me the 
question is very complex, but it is also very clear: the true fascism, I have 
said and I repeat, is that of the consumer society, and the Christian 
Democrats, even without realizing it, have found that they are the authentic 
and genuine fascists of today. In this respect, the "official" fascists are 
nothing more than the continuators of archaeological fascism: and as such, 
they should not be taken into consideration. In this sense, Almirante, no 
matter how much he has tried to update himself, seems to me to be just as 
ridiculous as Mussolini.19 More real is the danger represented by the young 
fascists, the neo-Nazi sector of fascism, which today numbers a few 
thousand. fanatics, but that tomorrow could become an army. 

In my opinion, Italy today is experiencing something similar to what 
happened in Germany at the dawn of Nazism. Currently in Italy we are 


witnessing those phenomena of homogenization and abandonment of the 
old peasant, traditional, particularistic, regional values, which was the 
humus in which Nazi Germany germinated. There is a huge mass of people 
who fluctuate in a state of imponderability of values and who have not yet 
acquired the new values that emerged with industrialization. It is the people 
that becomes a petty bourgeoisie, but is not yet one nor 1s it the other. In my 
opinion, the core of the Nazi army was made up precisely of this hybrid 
mass, that was the human material from which the Nazis in Germany came. 
And Italy runs the same danger. 


Regarding the fall of fascism, there was above all a _ contingent, 
psychological factor. Victory, the enthusiasm of victory, the rebirth of hope, 
the feeling of regained freedom and a totally new way of being made men 
better after liberation. Yes, better, pure and simple. 

But then there was another even more real factor: the fascism that the 
men of that time had experienced, those who were anti-fascists and had 
lived through the experiences of the century, the war, the Resistance, was, 
thinking about it, a better fascism than the current one. . He would say that 
twenty years of fascism did not leave as many victims as the fascism of 
recent years has left. Never in those twenty years have acts as horrible as 
the massacres of Milan, Brescia and Bologna occurred. There was 
Matteotti's crime, it is true, and there were other victims on both sides, but 
the arrogance, the violence, the evil, the inhumanity, the glacial coldness of 
the crimes committed after December 12, 1969 is something that in Italy 
had never been seen before.20 That is why today we find more hatred, more 
scandal, less capacity to forgive... Only this hatred is directed, sometimes in 
good faith and other times in perfect bad faith, against the wrong adversary, 
against the archaeological fascists instead of against royal power. 

Let's follow the trail of the conservative sectors. I have an idea, perhaps 
somewhat fictional, although I would say correct, of how the thing works. 
The plot is the following. The men with power, and I could give names 
without fear of being too wrong — in any case, some of the men who have 
governed us for thirty years — began by administering the strategy of 


tension with an anti-communist spirit; Later, once the concern of the 
subversion of '68 and the immediate communist danger had passed, those 
same people began to manage the strategy of anti-fascist tension. The 
massacres, therefore, have always been perpetrated by the same people. 
First they committed the one in Piazza Fontana and accused the left-wing 
extremists, then they committed the ones in Brescia and Bologna, they 
accused the fascists and tried to quickly and quickly restore that anti-fascist 
virginity that they so needed, after the referendum campaign and after the 
referendum, to continue administering power as if nothing had happened. 

Regarding the episodes of intolerance that you mention, I would not 
exactly speak of intolerance. Or, at least, not the intolerance typical of the 
consumer society. In reality, these are cases of ideological terrorism. 
Unfortunately, the left lives today in a state of terrorism that was born in 
1968 and continues to this day. I will not say that a professor who, dazzled 
by a certain leftism, refuses to approve a right-wing university student is an 
intolerant. I say he's terrified. Or that he is a terrorist. But this type of 
ideological terrorism has only a formal relationship with fascism. They are 
terrorists as well as others, true. However, under the scheme of these two 
sometimes identical variants, profoundly different realities must be 
identified. Otherwise, we are going to stop hopelessly at the theory of 
"Opposing extremisms" or that of "Stalinism equals fascism." 

I describe these episodes as terrorism and not as intolerance because, in 
my opinion, the true intolerance is that of the consumer society, that of 
permissiveness granted from above, desired from above, which is the true, 
the worst, the most devious, the coldest and most ruthless form of 
intolerance. Because it is intolerance disguised as tolerance. Because it's not 
authentic. Because it can be revoked whenever the power deems it 
necessary. Because it is the true fascism from which anti-fascism then 
comes out as lip service: useless, hypocritical, essentially pleasing to the 
regime. 


(Interview by Massimo Fini. L’Europeo, December 26, 1974) 


19. Giorgio Almirante was one of the founders of the neo-fascist Italian Social Movement party, of 
which he was secretary in 1974. 

20. Giacomo Matteotti (1885-1924) was a socialist politician who was kidnapped and murdered by a 
fascist squad in June 1924; Mussolini's involvement in the events was never proven. December 12, 
1969 is the date of the Piazza Fontana attack in Milan, which left 17 dead and 88 injured. 


The fireflies article 


"The distinction between adjective fascism and substantive fascism dates 
back to none other than the magazine II Politecnico, that is, to the 
immediate post-war period." This is how an article by Franco Fortini about 
fascism begins (L’Europeo, 12-26-1974): an article that, as they say, I 
subscribe completely and absolutely. However, I cannot subscribe to his 
tendentious exordium. And the distinction between "fascisms" that 1s made 
in Il Politecnico is neither relevant nor current. It could have been valid 
until a decade ago: when the Christian Democratic regime was still the pure 
and simple continuation of the fascist regime. 

But a decade ago "something" happened. "Something" that could not be 
foreseen, not only at the time of II Politecnico, but also not a year before it 
happened (or even, as we will see, while it happened). 

The real comparison between "fascisms" cannot be carried out in a 
"chronological" way, between fascist fascism and democratic fascism: it 
must be made between fascist fascism and radical fascism, totally and 
unpredictably new born from that "something" that happened a decade ago. 

Since I am a writer and I write to polemicize, or at least argue, with 
other writers, allow me to give a poetic-literary definition of this 
phenomenon that took place in Italy a decade ago. This will serve to 
simplify and abbreviate what I am going to say here (and, probably, even to 
understand it better). 

At the beginning of the sixties, due to air pollution and, especially in the 
countryside, water pollution (blue rivers and transparent ditches), fireflies 
began to disappear. It was a fulminating and dazzling phenomenon. After a 
few years, there were no more fireflies left. (Now they are a rather 
heartbreaking memory of the past: and an older man who retains that 
memory is not able to recognize his own youth in today's young people, and 
therefore can no longer feel the beautiful longings of yesteryear.) 


So, I will call that "something" that happened a decade ago "the 
disappearance of the fireflies." 

The Christian Democratic regime has had two totally different phases 
that not only cannot be compared with each other, which would imply a 
certain degree of continuity, but are also historically incommensurable. 

The first phase of this regime (as the radicals have rightly insisted on 
calling it) is the one that runs from the end of the war until the 
disappearance of the fireflies; The second is the one that goes from the 
disappearance of the fireflies until today. Let's examine them one by one. 


Before the disappearance of the fireflies. The continuity between fascist 
fascism and democratic fascism is complete and absolute. I will remain 
silent about what, in this regard, was already being said then, perhaps 
precisely in I Politecnico: the lack of purification, the continuity of the 
codes, police violence, the contempt for the Constitution. I will dwell on 
what was later important for a retrospective historical consciousness. The 
democracy that the Christian Democrat anti-fascists opposed to the fascist 
dictatorship was shamelessly formal. 

It was based on an absolute majority obtained through the votes of large 
groups of the middle class and enormous masses of peasants, under the 
control of the Vatican. This Vatican control was only possible thanks to a 
totally repressive regime. In a universe like that, the "values" that counted 
were the same as in fascism: the Church, the country, the family, obedience, 
discipline, order, thrift, morality. These "values" (as during fascism), 
moreover, were "real": that is, they belonged to the particular and concrete 
cultures that made up archaically agricultural and paleoindustrial Italy. 
However, from the moment they were adopted as national "values", they 
were condemned to lose all their reality and become an atrocious, stupid 
and repressive state conformism: the conformism of fascist and Christian 
democratic power. The provincialism, the crudeness and the ignorance of 
both the elites and, at another level, the masses were the same during 
fascism as during the first phase of the Christian Democratic regime. 


Paradigms of this ignorance were the pragmatism and formalism of the 
Vatican. 

All this is clear and unequivocal today, because then intellectuals and 
opponents harbored foolish hopes. They hoped that all this was not entirely 
true and that, deep down, formal democracy counted for something. 

Before moving on to the second phase, I will dedicate a few lines to the 
moment of transition. 


During the disappearance of the fireflies. The distinction between fascism 
and fascism that I] Politecnico described may still have been valid in this 
period. In effect, both the great country that was being formed within the 
country — that is, the mass of workers and peasants organized around the 
PCI — and the intellectuals, even the most advanced and critical, had not 
noticed that "the fireflies were disappearing." These had a more or less solid 
knowledge base thanks to sociology (which in those years had put the 
method of Marxist analysis in crisis): but it was still unlived knowledge, 
basically formulaic. No one could suspect what the historical reality of the 
immediate future would be: nor identify what was then called "well-being" 
with the "development" that for the first time was to fully consummate in 
Italy the "genocide" that Marx spoke of in the Manifesto. 


After the disappearance of the fireflies. Suddenly, the nationalized, and 
therefore falsified, “values” of the old agricultural and paleocapitalist 
universe no longer count. The Church, the country, the family, obedience, 
order, thrift, morality no longer count. They are no longer even useful for 
anything, since they are false. They survive in marginal clerofascism (even 
the MSI, in general, repudiates them). They are replaced by the "values" of 
a new type of civilization, totally "alien" to peasant and paleoindustrial 
civilization. Other States had gone through the same thing before. But the 
case of Italy is very peculiar, since it is the first real "unification" that the 
country experiences; On the other hand, in other countries it overlaps, with 
a certain logic, with monarchical unification and the subsequent unification 


of the bourgeois and industrial revolution. The Italian trauma of contact 
between pluralist "archaism" and industrial leveling has perhaps only one 
precedent: pre-Hitler Germany. There too, the values of the different 
particular cultures were destroyed by the bloody homogenization of 
industrialization: with the consequent formation of those enormous masses 
that were no longer ancient (peasants, artisans) but still not modern 
(bourgeois) and who integrated the savage, aberrant and imponderable body 
of Nazi troops. 

Something similar is happening in Italy: and in an even more violent 
way, since the industrialization of the seventies represents a decisive 
"mutation" even in comparison with that which took place in Germany fifty 
years ago. As everyone knows, what we have before us are no longer the 
"new times", but a new era of human history: of that human history whose 
stages are measured in millennia. It was impossible for Italians to react 
worse than they have to such a historical trauma. In a few years they have 
become (especially in the central-south) a degenerate, ridiculous, 
monstrous, criminal people. You just have to go outside to understand it. 
Although, naturally, to understand the changes in people, you have to love 
them. I, unfortunately, had loved these Italian people: both outside the 
schemes of power (in fact, in desperate opposition to them) and outside the 
populist and humanitarian schemes. It was a real love, rooted in my way of 
being. I have seen, therefore, "with my senses" how the compulsive 
behavior of the power of consumption recreated and deformed the 
conscience of the Italian people until it degraded it in an irreversible way. 
Something that had not happened during the fascist century, a period in 
which behavior was completely dissociated from consciousness. In vain the 
"totalitarian" power iterated and reiterated its behavioral impositions: 
conscience was not involved. Fascist "models" were nothing more than 
removable masks. When fascist fascism fell, everything went back to how it 
was before. It has also been seen in Portugal: after forty years of fascism, 
the Portuguese people have celebrated May Day as if the last one had 
celebrated it the year before. 

It is ridiculous, therefore, that Fortini takes the distinction between 
fascism and fascism back to the first post-war period: the distinction 


between fascist fascism and the fascism of this second phase of Christian 
Democratic power not only has no precedents in our history, but probably 
neither does it. have in all history. 

However, I do not write this article with the intention of arguing about 
this point, no matter how important it may seem to me. I write this article, 
actually, for a very different reason. Is the next. 

All my readers will have undoubtedly noticed the change that has 
occurred among the powerful Christian Democrats: in a few months, they 
have become funeral masks. True: they continue to exhibit radiant smiles, 
of incredible sincerity. The true and blessed light of good humor is 
condensed in his pupils. When not the light of cunning and mischief 
accomplices. Which, apparently, voters like as much as complete happiness. 
Furthermore, our powerful people continue undaunted with their 
incomprehensible tirades: in which the flatus vocis of typical stereotyped 
promises comes to light. 

In reality they are nothing more than masks. I am sure that if we took 
off their mask, we would not find even a pile of bones or ash: we would 
find nothingness, emptiness. 


The explanation is simple: in Italy there is currently a dramatic power 
vacuum. And that is the question: not a vacuum of legislative or executive 
power, not a vacuum of managerial power nor, in short, a vacuum of 
political power in any of its traditional senses. But a power vacuum itself. 

How have we arrived at this void? Or, better, "how have men with 
power come to it"? 

The explanation, once again, is simple: the Christian Democrat men in 
power have gone from the “firefly phase” to the “firefly phase of 
disappearance” without realizing it. Although this may seem bordering on 
criminal, their unconsciousness in this regard has been absolute: at no time 
have they suspected that the power, which they held and administered, was 
not undergoing a "normal" evolution, but rather was radically changing in 
nature. 


They had the illusion that, broadly speaking, everything in their regime 
would continue the same: that, for example, they could count on the Vatican 
until the end of time, without realizing that the power that they continued to 
hold and administer , he no longer knew what to do with the Vatican as the 
center of rural, backward, poor life. They had been under the illusion that 
they could count on a nationalist army until the end of time (just like their 
fascist predecessors): and they did not see that the power, which they held 
and administered, was already maneuvering to lay the foundations for new 
armies. transnational corporations, little more than technocratic police 
forces. The same can be said about the family, forced, without interruption 
since the times of fascism, to savings, to morality: now the power of 
consumption forced it to make radical changes, even to accept divorce and, 
potentially, everything else, now without limitations (or, at least, within the 
limits of the permissiveness of the new regime, worse than totalitarian in 
that it is violently totalizing). 

The Christian Democrat men in power suffered all this, believing that 
they were administering it. They did not realize that this was “something 
else’: incommensurable not only for them, but for an entire form of 
civilization. As always (cf. Gramsci), the symptoms only manifested 
themselves in the tongue. During the transition phase — that is, “during the 
disappearance of the fireflies’ — the Christian Democratic men in power 
almost abruptly changed their way of expressing themselves, adopting a 
completely new language (and, by the way, as incomprehensible as Latin). : 
above all Aldo Moro, that is (by an enigmatic correlation), the one who 
seemed to be least involved in the horrors committed from '69 to today, in 
an attempt, until now formally successful, to retain power.21 

I say formally because, I repeat, in reality, what the powerful Christian 
Democrats occupy with their automaton maneuvers and their smiles is a 
vacuum. The royal power continues without them: and the only thing they 
continue to have in their hands is a useless device that only gives substance 
to their mournful double-breasted suits. 


However, the "emptiness" cannot subsist in history: it can only be 
predicated in the abstract and by absurdity. It is likely that the "vacuum" I 
speak of is already being filled, through a crisis and a reorganization that 
will be impossible not to end up disrupting the entire country. An indication 
of this is, for example, the "morbid" wait for a coup d'état. As if it were just 
a matter of "replacing" the group of men that has governed so horribly for 
thirty years, leading Italy to economic, ecological, urban planning, and 
anthropological disaster. In reality, the false replacement of these "straw 
men" by other "straw men" (no less funereal carnivalesque, on the 
contrary), carried out through the artificial reinforcement of the old 
apparatuses of fascist power, would be of no use (and Let us be clear that, in 
such a case, the "troop" would already be, by its own constitution, Nazi). 
The royal power that the "straw men" have been serving for a decade 
without realizing its reality: this is what could have already filled the 
"vacuum" (incidentally nullifying the possible participation in_ the 
Government of the great communist country that was born from the 
collapse of Italy: because it is not about "governing"). We have abstract 
and, ultimately, apocalyptic images of this "royal power": we cannot 
conceive what "forms" it could assume if it directly occupied the place of 
the serfs who saw in it a simple technical "modernization." Be that as it 
may, as far as I am concerned (if that is of any interest to the reader), I want 
it to be clear: I, no matter how multinational I am, would give all the 
Montedison for a firefly. 


(Corriere della Sera, February 1, 1975, with the title "The power vacuum 
in Italy") 


21. In 1975, Aldo Moro was president of the Council of Ministers. Despite being one of the founders 
of Christian Democracy, he was also one of the defenders of conciliation with the communist sectors 
(the so-called "strategy of attention", as opposed to the "strategy of tension"). 


